was a struggling young mother with two children, happy to be away from London, but uncertain of her future.
After a brief stay with friends of her mother-in-law in Barrie, Ontario, Gunda moved to Toronto with her two daughters and quickly demonstrated a spirited independence that would sustain her throughout the war years. Sun in Winter is an intermittent journal of Gunda's war. She held a series of jobs, including shift work at the John Inglis plant and office work for the CCF; she moved half a dozen times from one rooming house to another, but never lost sight of her objective to provide for herself and her family. And throughout the uncertainty, she retained her dignity and met the challenge of being a single mother during the war when accommodation, especially with children, was difficult to find, and costs were high for transportation to and from work, day care, and even the necessities of life.
Until she landed a job with Victory Aircraft, Gunda relied on the kindness of friends, acquaintances, and even strangers. She subsidized her income by doing portraiture (the book is sprinkled with reproductions of her fine work) and by carefully managing what little she had. The journal features a number of cameo appearances: union organizers Bill and Larry Sefton provided Gunda with employment and encouragement; Andrew Brewin offered her free legal advice; she met Nathan Cohen and they shared their interest in theatre and the arts. A fascinating cast of characters landlords, fellow workers, and car pool companions wander through the pages of Gunda's journal, bringing to life the daily routine of life in wartime Toronto.
Caught up in personal upheaval often brought on by war, Gunda Lambton's account of her life in Toronto between 1942 and 1945 a sequel to Frankenstein's Room, her brief memoir of growing up in Nazi Germany published in 2000 is one woman's story of resourcefulness and courage in times of great uncertainty. She tells an engaging story in her journals, and while the text is marred with almost two dozen typographical errors, Sun in Winter is an interesting and perceptive account of the home front during the Second World War and the life of one young woman who met the challenge of being a single mother in a time of personal and social upheaval. (GLENN WRIGHT) Terry Copp.
Fields of Fire: The Canadians in Normandy
University of Toronto Press. xv, 347. $40.00
Some 5000 Canadian soldiers died during the three-month Normandy campaign, in comparison with 5600 who were killed in over a year and a half of fighting in Sicily and Italy. As early as the army's official history, therefore, historians have attempted to explain why the cost was so high, with no little controversy as a result. Terry Copp's Fields of Fire is thus one of many attempts to evaluate First Canadian Army's performance in Operation Overlord, and its first chapter is an excellent summary of the historiography of the subject to date. Areas where the book adds meaningfully to that historiography include a detailed description of army/air co-operation and of operational research. Further, its analysis of the Black Watch attack against Verrières Ridge is a welcome addition to the debate. Copp also provides a detailed and scholarly study of operations to close the Falaise gap. Finally, the book's explanation that Canadians suffered higher casualties than British formations because they spent more days in close combat with the enemy is a needed infusion of evidence into what has sometimes been a somewhat polemical historical debate.
The latter, however, will not end with Fields of Fire. Copp's sympathies clearly lie with the infantry battalions who did the bulk of the fighting and dying in Normandy, hence the immensely detailed battle descriptions, including tactics, but some supporting arms and services are for the most part left out of the author's analysis. Aside from discussion of psychiatric treatment, for example, there is very little on medical practice, a topic of no little importance given the heavy casualties of the campaign. Similarly, sappers, whom the author occasionally calls combat engineers when they were in fact field engineers, appear seldom in his analysis, and even then are often misnamed. Some readers might be confused by the reference to Sixth Field Regiment, an artillery designation, when the author is actually referring to Sixth Field Company, an engineer unit. In discussing problems crossing the Laison River, the author simply repeats an after-action report from Second Armoured Brigade criticizing the engineers. Had an infantry battalion been blamed he would have delved into the issue more deeply. Copp's response to those who have criticized the Canadian Army's performance in Normandy is therefore not entirely comprehensive.
Nor is it aimed at the general reader, with much militarese mixed in with the narrative. What is an AVRE? a Petard? a Centaur? What is the difference between suppressive and neutralizing fire? What is an aggressive defence? a Mulberry? What is one doing when one co-axes? Given its role in a wider debate, Fields of Fire is designed mainly for experts in the field.
The latter will, however, appreciate Copp's corrective of the technological determinism that has often muddied discussions of Second World War operations. In the very first paragraph of his preface he notes that assaults against German positions in Normandy were 'not unlike those of the Canadian Corps in the First World War.' In spite of the development of the tank and fighter-bomber, the infantryman in the attack in 1944 faced no less a challenge than did his predecessor in 1917. The 'bite and hold' doctrine Copp discusses had been adopted often in the previous war, and Montgomery's policy of attrition differed little from that of Douglas Haig. The author's description of a Régiment de Maisonneuve attack could have come out of an after-action report on Passchendaele.
The fact was that the Sherman tank, as Copp points out, was too highly vulnerable to enemy armour and anti-tank guns to be of much use on the battlefield. What the author does not note is that the German platoon machine gun, with its much higher rate of fire, was superior to the British Bren gun, the Canadians' main platoon support weapon. The Canadians were therefore outgunned at the point where infantry fought infantry, a frightening prospect when one is preparing for an attack. Part memoir, part accompanying testimony, part narrative, this moving story of the wartime and postwar odyssey of a small segment of the Polish Jewish elite recounts the life of its troubled and perceptive central character Halifax resident and physician Stasia Apin-Rubiowicz, née Grynbaum. Names tell part of the story. After divorcing Stasia's beloved father, Bolesav Grynbaum, Stasia's mother, a self-absorbed and beautiful actress, Irena Grywi©ska-Adwentowicz, née Stange, converted to Catholicism in order to marry the distinguished actor and producer Karol Adwentowicz. Irena took her mother's maiden name, Stange, which had no Jewish association, and added a Polish stage name, Grywiska, to that of Stasia's second husband 'covering her tracks,' as Stasia laconically puts it. Stasia's mother not only sheltered her young daughter from any trace of Jewishness, she positively loathed any Jewish association, even when it had no consequence whatever. 'I know that she implanted some of this self-hatred in me,' Stasia comments. 'I never deny being a Jew, but it is something that does not particularly appeal to me.' Irena's turbulent love life and her incapacity as a mother have haunted Stasia all her life. None of her closest relations, with her husbands Aapin and Rubiowicz, or her son, were fully satisfactory. 'Probably I should neither have married nor had children, because, in truth, the only person I ever really loved was my father, and the only child was myself.' Stasia confronted Polish anti-Semites at university, survived the Warsaw Ghetto, where she felt rejected by the Jews, and escaped the Nazis through the exceptional generosity of Polish rescuers. For her, the Holocaust broke forever her allegiance to fellow Poles, whose disdain she felt throughout the war. 'It was more than a humiliation; it was abasement, mortification my soul conquered by ugliness. I found myself compelled to confront the essence of that sense of inferiority which I had before refused to recognize
